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	The Champions of Orre

**Author's Note:** This is a pretty standard tournament story. I have, of course, put my own unique twists. Many of them are subtle, but I hope that, added up, they will make for an interesting and engaging story.

**Disclaimer: **I do not own Pokémon.

* * *

><p>Chapter One<p>

The sun beat down on the sands of Orre mercilessly. Even the permanent, hardened, residents of Orre found today to be unbearable and most took shelter inside. One could only feel sorry for the poor messenger Pidgey that drew the piercing stare of the sun. It was clearly exhausted and looked about ready to collapse. Arceus took pity on this loyal, hard-working bird, and it wasn't much longer before Phenac City came into view. The Pidgey croaked in relief and descended.

Phenac City was a safe haven, of sorts. It had more water than most of the other settlements and the people there were generous to their guests. Well, most were, as the Pidgey soon learned. It landed on the large white walls that kept out both the sand and the-rare, but unwanted-rowdy Pokémon. Water ran under its feet and the Pidgey drank it up greedily.

It was startled as a rock was sent its way, however. The Pidgey squawked in alarm and turned towards the aggressors. It was a couple and their son. The man was large and had a mean expression. "Stay away from the water, stupid bird!"

The woman scolded him. "Don't yell in front of our son!" She gestured to the baby in the stroller, that watched with an ignorant expression. She then noticed something unusual about the Pidgey. "Hey, dear, what's that on its leg?" She asked.

The man squinted, a bit. He snapped his fingers when he realized it was an envelope. "Oh, it's a messenger Pidgey. It must be from Pyrite town or something." He figured. Pyrite town had been communicating with Phenac city a lot, recently, so it wasn't too far of a leap. The man sweated a bit as he really didn't want to mess with anyone from that neck of the woods, so to speak, and he ushered his family along.

The Pidgey watched them go, curiously. "Caw!" It snickered when they had gone completely. The Pidgey finished hydrating and then took to the air again. It circled the small city a few times and its keen eyes searched vigorously for the destination. After sometime, the Pidgey spotted the correct door and flew down. It flapped its wings and pecked at the window. When no one answered, Pidgey tried to peer through the window, but the grime and dirt kept it from seeing if there was actually anyone inside.

Discouraged, but still in the game, Pidgey decided to be a bit unorthodox. Pidgey landed on the ground in front of the door and nipped at its ankle. After a few moments, it succeeded in its goal and cut the string that held the letter to its ankle. The Pidgey then picked up the letter and pushed it underneath the door. The Pidgey puffed out its chest at a job well done and then took to the sky again.

The sun beat down on it, but the recent intake of water and the feeling of accomplishment helped it fight off the heat.

As the Pidgey flew away from Phenac City, however, two Skarmory approached it with predatory glints in their eyes. The Pidgey noticed them in moments and panicked. It flew faster in an attempt to lose them, but Skarmory were not exactly slow Pokémon and they were soon right above the Pidgey.

One of the Skarmory attempted to take out the Pidgey with a quick Peck, but it evaded the attack. It was surprised when the second Skarmory did manage to strike it, though. The Pidgey grunted and narrowed its eyes at the two predators. Its eyes and body glowed silver and its form shifted.

The Skarmory, ready to finish off their prey, didn't even have time to move as a wave of fire engulfed them. Their bodies hit the sand and a Charizard, where the Pidgey once was, continued on its way with a loud, victorious, roar.

* * *

><p>"Jovi wants to go see, Meowth." Michael's younger sister, Jovi, whined. Jovi was a pretty girl at ten, with short blue hair tied into two buns, expressive blue-eyes, and a permanent blush. She donned a white, long sleeved, dress with a turtle neck and blue boots that went up to her mid calves. She embodied cuteness. Unfortunately for Michael, though, her behavior didn't usually line up with the image she projected. "Please?! Jovi bets that Red will still be here next time you visit."<p>

Michael shook his head at his sister and ruffled her hair (much to her dismay). Michael was Jovi's senior by only a few years at fourteen. He had spiky red hair, which was kept somewhat manageable by a blue headset, and turquoise colored eyes. He wore a sleeveless yellow jacket with a long-sleeved black shirt underneath. The sleeves both had a red stripe on the sides, as did his blue pants. "We're here to see, Red." Michael reminded her. At her pouty expression, Michael relented just a bit. "We'll see Meowth before we leave, Jovi." He offered his pinky. "Pinky promise." He smiled.

Jovi's eyes brightened at that and she locked her smaller pinky with his. "Jovi pinky promises." She agreed and then-in a more agreeable mood- marched ahead of him. Jovi liked to lead, and Michael didn't mind being led. As they ventured through Phenac City, the few residents out and about stared in awe. Michael shifted, uncomfortable.

"Eevee?" The Eevee, that trotted alongside him, asked. Eevee was-without a doubt- Michael's closest companion and had been with him through everything; the battles, the close calls, the scuffles with Team Cipher. It was through all of this that the two had learned to pick up on each other's nonverbal signs.

"It's nothing, don't worry about it." Michael said. Eevee stared at him in disbelief, but let it pass.

The three continued their leisurely walk through Phenac City, with Jovi at the front, and it wasn't long until they arrived at the same house that the Pidgey had been at earlier that day. The door, a faded blue color, had writing on it: Red's House. Since many houses in Phenac City were built the same way, it was identifiers like that that made it easier on visitors.

Michael stepped up to the door and rapped on it a few times. The siblings waited a moment, but there was no answer. Michael tried again, but had the same result. "I wonder…" He mumbled.

"You're not knocking loud enough!" Jovi scolded and pushed her way in front of the door. She raised her hand high and then banged on the door. "Red! Reeed!" Jovi hollered. "It's Jovi and Michael!" Eevee looked affronted and Jovi mouthed an apology. "And Eevee!" She corrected. Eevee was satisfied.

When there was still no response, Jovi put her hands on her hips. "That Red."

Michael laughed a bit. "Give him a bit of a break, our visit is supposed to be a surprise, after all. Let's try the stadium." Michael suggested. If he wasn't at the stadium, then there were only two other locations Michael could think of.

Jovi, Michael, and Eevee arrived at the Phenac Stadium in the span of only a few minutes and took a moment to admire the infrastructure. It was a tall, wide, white building. Water ran down it on all sides except for the entrance. It was, literally, refreshing to just look at (although it did remind Michael how parched he was).

"Inside we go!" Jovi declared and they went inside. The lobby was large, spacious enough that the many unlucky trainers (whom either lost early on in the tournament or hadn't been quick enough to reserve a spot) and spectators (whom had been to slow to buy a seat) were able lounge around on the couches and chairs. Their eyes were glued to the television that captured the ongoing battles.

Michael's presence drew many eyes away from the television and onto him as he walked up to the desk. His ears twitched as not so quiet whispers erupted.

"Is that?"

"What do you think he's doing, here?"

"Maybe he's finally challenging-"

Michael forced himself to ignore them and focused on the flustered woman. "Excuse me, Miss?" He asked.

"Ah, yes, Mr. Michael." The woman fumbled. Michael pretended not to notice as she gathered herself. "May I help you? I'm afraid the tournament is full-"

Jovi interrupted. "My big brother isn't here for some lame tournament. We're here to see, Red!" She said loudly, loud enough to be heard by the entire lobby. Michael resisted the urge to slap his face. His little sister had no tact.

"O-oh, well," The woman was interrupted again, but this time it wasn't Jovi.

"Hoho? Did I hear right, James? I could have sworn that little girl said our tournament is lame." A woman with magenta-colored-hair said, as she entered the lobby.

Next to her, a man with violet-colored-hair responded. "Unless both of our ears are impaired, I believe she did, Jessie."

"Hehe, we can't take that lying down." A feline, that stood in between the two, said. "Maybe we should teach em' a-ack!" The cat screeched as he was tackled by an ecstatic Jovi. "Hey- get off of me!" The cat attempted-and failed- to remove Jovi. She had a death grip, however.

The trio, renowned as Red's Right Hands, were Jessie, James, and Meowth. The three were…eccentric, to put it nicely. Jessie was a fashion-obsessed monster, James collected everything from bottle caps to handkerchiefs, and Meowth…talked. That wasn't to say they weren't powerful, though. In fact, if they were anything less than powerful, Red wouldn't have given them the roles he did.

"Hey, you guys." Michael greeted with a wave. James and Jessie nodded, seriously. The three ignored the two on the ground. "Is Red around?"

"Well, we could tell you. But." Jessie and James exchanged a smirk. "Where would be the fun in just forking over that information. We want you to work for it." Jessie said as she pulled out a Pokéball.

Michael, infected by their competitive nature, grinned. "You're right, there's nothing fun in that."

Jessie turned to the registrar and ordered. "Cancel the tournament, we have something to take care of."

The woman gaped. "B-But, Miss Jessie!"

Jessie glared. "Are you questioning me?! Do it!"

"Now, now." James said in an attempt to prevent the registrar from crying…again. "How about you just postpone the next round until Jessie and I are finished with our special guest?" He added. "In fact, make this a special event." The woman nodded, and with James's approval, made the announcement. She shivered, and looked over her shoulder to see Jessie glaring daggers at her.

Michael sweat-dropped at the scene. Those two were a bit intense, although it was a bit funny to watch.

"Hey, Jovi wants to battle, too!" Jovi said, as she petted the trapped Meowth. Meowth hadn't given up on escape though, and Michael decided to give him a break.

"Sure, but only if you let Meowth go." Jovi frowned, but acquiesced. Meowth gave Michael a thankful look before he hid behind Jessie and James. Michael turned to the elite trainers. "How about it? You two versus Jovi and I?" He asked.

James looked at Jessie for approval, who nodded. James smiled and said. "Sure, why not? Besides, we need to prove our tournament isn't lame. Right, Jessie?" The confident man asked.

Jessie nodded, a sneer on her face. "That's right. Now, to the battlefield!" She pumped her fist. The two, on the same wavelength, cackled in unison. Jovi shivered a bit; she found those two creepy.

It wasn't long before they were on the field, across from one another. There was a crowd of intrigued trainers and spectators. They had been, righteously, angered when their matches were suddenly postponed, but at the sight of James, Jessie, and Michael, that had washed away. They now swarmed the arena seats, many of them grabbing refreshments from the Machoke and Medicham walked around the stadium.

Meowth had a microphone and he started to announce the battle. "It's time for the _Tag_ _Battle_! In the blue corner we have our undefeated tag duo Jessie and James and in the red corner we have Elite trainer Michael and his little sister Jovi!" The crowd roared with applause, equally enthused about the presence of both sides (although for different reasons). Meowth waited until the crowd settled some and then continued. "Each trainer will be allowed one Pokémon each and when one side has no Pokémon left, they lose! Now, send out your Pokémon."

Pretty simple, Michael thought. Michael noticed Eevee's excitement and with a small nod, watched with a smile as the small Pokémon sprinted onto the field, pumped up for a good fight.

Next to him, Jovi said. "Let's do our best, big brother!" She then grabbed one of the two Pokéballs clipped onto the top of her boots. "Let's go, Mimi!" Mimi was Jovi's affectionate nickname for her Minun. The small blue Pokémon cheered as it was let out.

Across from them, Jessie and James observed their opponents. "An Eevee and Minun, huh?" Jessie murmured. Next to her, James fingered one of his Pokéballs. "We can't underestimate Michael." She said. She totally disregarded the girl. At best, the girl was a handicap for _Michael._

James silently agreed. "We can't keep them waiting for any longer. Growlie, you're up!" James's strong and proud Arcanine bellowed as it was released.

"Gourgeist, take them down!" Jessie said and sent out her Pokémon.

Meowth then stepped in again. "Now that both sides have their Pokémon out, begin!"

Michael inwardly braced himself. This wouldn't be easy. Jessie and James were no slouches and in tag matches they were only better. Their teamwork was impeccable and there wouldn't be anything to exploit. Michael and Jovi would have to take it slow-

"Mimi, use Spark on Arcanine!" Jovi cried out and Michael face-planted. Minun let out a battle cry and a wave of electricity was sent in Arcanine's directions.

James, although surprised at the forward attack, gathered himself quickly. He saw Jessie nod out of the corner of his eyes and relaxed. Growlie mimicked James, despite the attack coming in its direction.

"Gourgeist, you know what to do! Shadow Ball!" Gourgeist nodded. The Pumpkin's face grew serious and a dark sphere of energy was formed. The Shadow Ball was sent right into the electrical attack. It wasn't even a contest as the Shadow Ball overpowered the Spark. The Shadow Ball, having stopped the Spark, continued to fly through air towards Mimi.

"Mimi!" Jovi cried out.

Mimi was saved as Michael's Eevee pushed it out of the way. The Shadow Ball passed through Eevee and hit the ground. Dust clouded Michael and Jovi's vision for a split moment, and when it cleared, neither Gourgeist or James's Growlie could be seen. Michael's eyes narrowed. They were good. Good enough to have already spotted his disadvantage; Jovi. Jovi was an inexperienced trainer and Michael didn't want her first battles to be that of overwhelming defeat. It would crush her.

"Eevee, stay on alert!" Michael yelled and Eevee nodded. Jovi followed her brother's lead and gave an identical order to Mimi. The field was quiet and Michael, uneasy, motioned for Eevee to move closer to Mimi.

It wasn't much longer until Arcanine burst from the ground, its beautiful mane covered in dirt. Flames spewed from its mouth. _Fire Fang, _Michael recognized. "Eevee, dodge it and use Iron Tail!" Eevee ducked and struck Growlie's underbelly with its glowing tail. Arcanine let out a pained cry as it was sent a few paces backwards.

"Are you okay, Growlie?" James called out to his companion. Arcanine roared in response, a few embers spouting from its mouth.

"Now Gourgeist, Flamethrower!" Michael's eyes widened as the ghost Pokémon appeared behind Eevee. It had hidden in Eevee's shadow! There was no time to dodge as Eevee was engulfed in flames. When the attack died down, Eevee was sporting heavy injuries, but still seemed ready to go on.

Michael took advantage of Jessie and James's shock, both of whom had thought they had the match then and there. "Eevee, use Secret Power on Gourgeist." The great thing about Secret Power was that, although it was classified as a normal-type attack, it usually transformed into an elemental attack. Another fire attack was launched, this time from Eevee and it knocked Gourgeist into the air.

"Mimi, use Spark again!" Jovi jumped in. Michael jumped a bit. He had forgotten she was there. Mimi jumped and released a powerful electrical attack. It hit dead-on and Gourgeist was unconscious before it even hit the ground.

"Gourgeist!" Jessie called out, in concern. She bit her lip as she returned her Pokémon. "It's up to you, James." Jessie told her comrade. James clenched his fists.

"I'll win this." He vowed. Eevee was already worn down and Mimi wasn't the toughest Pokémon. This wouldn't be a problem for Growlie. "Growlie, use Flame Charge!" Fire encased Arcanine as it raced towards Eevee.

"Wait for it!" Michael yelled. Eevee braced itself. It trusted Michael with its life. Just as Arcanine was upon them, Michael shouted. "Now!" Eevee sidestepped. As the surprised Arcanine passed Eevee, Eevee loaded up a Shadow Ball. The attack slammed into Arcanine's slide and sent the poor Pokémon bouncing across the arena floor.

When it stopped, Arcanine had swirls in its eyes.

"The victory goes to Michael and Jovi!" Meowth said, disheartened. The crowd was much more excited about it as they roared Michael-and Jovi's-names.

"Good job, Mimi." Jovi yelled, happily. Mimi jumped into her arms. Michael picked up Eevee, and thanked him before he returned him into the Pokéball for a good rest.

James walked up to Arcanine. "Good job out there, Growlie." He praised before he returned Growlie.

Jessie was next to him and murmured. "That's about what we expected." She twirled a lock of her hair around her finger. James nodded.

As Michael and Jovi approached the two trainers in the middle of the arena, Jovi said. "You need to trainer harder, Michael. Jovi won't always be around to help you out." She smiled as she held Mimi.

The four of them met in the middle of the arena. Michael shook James's hand and Jovi shook Jessie's. "The tournament isn't that lame, Jovi guesses." Jovi said.

Jessie pushed down her annoyance and turned to Michael. "Well, a deal is a deal. Since you battled us, we'll let you know where he is."

James leaned into Michael and whispered into his ear. Michael's shoulders dropped a bit.

"I should have guessed. I'll head over there next. Could you…" He gestured to Jovi, who titled her head, curiously.

"We'll watch the brat." Jessie agreed. Michael smiled.

"Thanks." With that, he left the arena. He evaded the horde of trainers and girls with practiced ease. The city was bare and the few people that had been up and about earlier were gone.

Michael arrived at the bar James had directed him to. His nose scrunched up in disgust as the smell of alcohol and cigarette smoke hit him. "He comes here way too often."

It wasn't hard to find him as not many people were in a bar in the middle of the day. Michael approached the raven-haired man, immediately being spotted by the exasperated Pikachu.

"Pika, pika!" It said. It waved its arm with a pleading expression.

Michael sets it worries to ease. "I'll get him home." Pikachu sighed in relief and then, while it waited, decided to open another bottle of ketchup.

The man slumped over the counter, groaned. "Who's there?" He asked. The commotion had drawn his attention.

"It's Michael." The red-haired teen answered. The man stiffened and raised his head. Bloodshot eyes could be seen as the man peered at him. Michael continued. "How come you're always at a bar when I visit, Red?"

_Red_ blinked. "What else would I do? No challengers get past Jessie and James, anymore and there's only so much fun to get from training." He complained.

Michael had to wonder at how Red managed to keep his position as a member of the Elite Four.

_Red_ glared. "I don't know what you just thought, but I know I hate it."

Michael scratched the back of his head, sheepishly. "Ah, sorry?" He continued to the point. "Come on, Red. Let's get you to your house. No more beer, today." With that, the hard struggle of getting Red off the bar stool began…

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Note:<strong> I hope you enjoyed the chapter. Let me know what you did-and didn't like-through a review.


End file.
